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of Hope Alley put together. The occupiers, an elderly
couple, forced by circumstances to dwell within these
noisome precincts, are determined to keep their
heads above the mire that surrounds them. No half
measures will suffice; the front door is opened only to
the most insistent or the official knock. A longer and
less convenient, but less frequented, back approach,
winding through cleaner ways, is used for daily
outgoings and incomings. These two are in the
quagmire, but not of it. Living in the midst of filth,
they loathe it even as their neighbours tolerate it.
And yet, so persistent is the influence of evil, that
they may not quite escape it. In the bedrooms the
bugs, legacy of a former occupancy, are well entrenched
in the walls and will not be dislodged.

Nevertheless, we are here on a firm place, a staunch
rock jutting to the very lip of the maelstrom, a place
where one circling appalled near the central shaft
might catch the glimmer of a guiding light or even
hope to clutch a rope thrown out at call.

The gloom again. Next door a woman is coughing
out her life in consumption; and opposite, a lad, all
but consumed by the same scourge, lies, a mere
framework of fevered skin and bone, past the ability
to whisper his needs, and for the most part of the day
and night alone and untended, awaiting his inevitable
and unlamented passing. The sanitary condition of
that bed is best left to the imagination.

This latter is a very bad and most unusual case of
criminal neglect; it is reported and dealt with promptly
by those responsible. Yet it is here, in London, and
the calendar marks the year 1924.

Are these things entirely relevant to our subject?
They are certainly not included here out of a morbid
leaning towards the horrible, or from a wish to disgust
the reader. They are, in fact, the lower swirls and
eddies of our maelstrom, the currents that buffet and
grind and blunt the God-given humaja conscience